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SLOPER’S MARIONETTES. 


“His candidature for a seat on the London County Council having ended badly, Poor Pa is now trying to vent his spite on the more successful candidates 
a most singular manner. His idea is that if he can persuade a councillor to libel him, 2 1a Parkinson, heavy damages will result. A so-called Marionette 
Show, in which the Twins enacted the characters of Clown and Pantaloon, was the medium by which Papa hoped to attain this object. At the initial performance, 
though the whole Council were invited, only two members attended, and these, unfortunately, fell asleep before the performance had well begun.” —Toorsie. 


MIXED SPIRITS. 


——— 


ABOUT 1853 two Buffalo boys came tothe front. They 
were lamb-like boys, with bland and innocent smiles, aud 
were in the “medium ” business. 

In 1855 Mr, John F. Coles, whom the late Mr. Phineas T. 
Barnum described as “a very worthy spirituali-t of New 
York City,” brought these baa-lamb boys out ina small hall 
at 195 Bowery, where “manifestations” took place, Other 
worthy spiritualists sat round the room close to the walls, 
and the boys sat atatable in the centre. The room was 
kept dark, and the noise made by the unseen “ spirits ” was 
“equal to the united ANECAY of a large tlock of wild geese.” 
Now and then, too, a trembling member of the audience 
would get a dab on the head from a banjo, 

One day a policeman suddenly flashed his bull’s-eye on 
| the boys, who were clearly seen with musical instruments 
{ in their hands. They pe aie them at once, but the andi- 

ence retired in disgust, and the policeman proposed taking 
the two young Masters vevenpert to the police station, 

They persuaded him, though, to remain and further test 
the matter. They seated themselves in the dark at the 
table on which the instruments had been placed. He laid, 
at their request, a hand on each medium’s head, and they 
eae tenl | milkman. Susan was a maid— 2. Served his Susan with her usual penn’orth, Simp- 3. Kiss, Simpkins pushed the lid to with his foot, aga A geal feline pi Stee eh as ees 

fi * appearance. They loved fondly. kins forgot to close the lid of his can, Not that this and wended his way to his next customer, and —well, he epi Anjo Venel sd Uitte ke ee ae ieee 
ve minutes would they snatch from their would have much mattered, but a cat of a thieving over the disastrous consequences which followed, we no notion that it is quite easy tu take one hand off an inves- 
bours to dedicate to Cupid. One day,having— nature quietly slid intu the milk. Aftera farewell— prefer drawing a veil- ¥ | tigator's arm without his knowing it, by gently increasing, 


THE MILKMAN AND THE MAID. 


at the saine time the pressure of the other hand, and he retired’ 
half trightencd out ot his wits, and fully persuaded the “ spirits’ 
were in it. 

Soon after this, however, good old Coles began to have his 
doubts, Some members of the Press were assembled, and in a 
ghastly glimmering light a spirit hand appeared, One excited 
spiritualist declared that he had sven the tingerenails ; but Coles 
turned up the lights and pounced on one of the boys, who was 
found with a nicely stuffed glove drawn partly on the toe of his 
boot. There were uo nails on the fingers, After this, the boys’ 
father took the boys back to Buthalo, 

A few years later, when the Davenport Brothers were again per- 
forming, they were tied up ina rope by an old sea captain, A 
eabinet was shut upon them, and the usual manifestations took 
place, after which, having retied them, the captain, producing 
some Hour, said. * Now, gentlemen, please to take each your two 
hands’ fall." The brothers, ina rage, refused, then, cooling down, 
began to argue. urging that it would make no ditference, and was 
ofnouse, Then, said the ancient mariner, “you might just aa 
well do it.” The audience laughed and applauded, the brothers’ 
fists were filled with tlour, the cabinet closed, and—no manifestation 
eeeurred, Afterwards, when tied by their friends, the brothers did 
the trick, but that one particular night was a bad one for them. 

In February, 1865, at Liverpool, a Mr. Cummins and a Mr. 
Mulley tied the brothers, but the latter, seeing instantly that they 
could not wriggle ont the knots, objected to let the tying go on, 
saying it was brutal, although a surgeon present said it was not, 
and the brothers, then refusing all supervision, went through their 
tricks amidst jeers and laughter, 

Next night, the awe inspiring Cummins turned up again, and 
tied one brother, who cried to their agent to release him. Then 
the audience stormed the stage, aud jostled the agent aud smashed 
up the cabinet. 

The brothers bolted, 

* * ° ° » ° 

This is awful about pore Billiam. Another blood written post- 
ecard has arrived, and Billiam's mother has azain fainted on the top 
of itina damp gown, so all we ein make out is — 

. : = alas 

no more 
pirate cave 

© bit of ear 

* * death 
seven shillings.” 
(Newt week,“ Spirits Miscd.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. | 


So 

7° Corresponsents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough ta contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


* . 


The amount was paid, A FATHER, in accordance with the terms 
Of Ally Sloper's Life Insurance” scheme, You should read the 
daily papers, A SUBSCRIBER, if you want To learn the latest 
doings of the team, It's not to be expected, SYB, we can return 
your sketch, Uniess you are prepared to pay the cost, We do not 
ask for drawings, and, unless you send us stamps, We really can- 
not help it tf they're lost. Your verses are amusing, GREG, but 
tery much too long; We'd very gladly use them were they not, 
We're much obliged for cutting which A FRIEND OF SLOPER sends, 
and delighted with the picturcs, LATTLY TOT. When nest you 
pass“ The Sloperies,” just qgire the Wreek a call; Hell gladly let 
you stand a drink, F. Brock. Jt docen't matter, CHINEE, if vex 
only send the oof, We beliere we're got them one and all in stock, 
You needn't bother, PHILIP, as the competition's closed. You can 
please yourself entirely, THOMAS DEANE; You are mistaken 
greatly, FLIRT, about poor Tootsies age, We know that she is 
only just nineteen, . 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
Lhe Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada 
and Cnited States of A merica, post-free : 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tie SLOPERIES,” 99 Sitok LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-Sree to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
apevial arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue pe 1a BaNaue. 


— £150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty ercepted), who shail happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Aceident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the eurrent isaue of 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deecased at 
the time of the Accident. “ALLY SLopeR’s NALY-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one weer from that time, 
exviring at 8 o clock the following Thursday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


=p 

“Now, McPherson, you were present and heard what passed,” 
judiciously observed an employer investigating a charge against an 
employee. “ Mr. Johnson says that the man was full of blasphemy, 
was that 80?" “ Noo, noo, sir,” said McPherson, cautiously ; “ve 
see, the mon had been cursing and sweering for ower half au ‘oor 
before Meester Johnson cam’ doon, so he couldna ha’ been mair 
nor half full be that time.” 


s-* 
* 


“VE got a bad cold, and I'm going home to nurse it,” observed 
Softy. “ Pooh!” ejaculated Tardy, “T had one last week, but | 
didn't coddle it. Just took a pinch or two of snuff, and it went 
away ina day or two." “Perhaps yours was not as bad as mine. 
Anyhow, I don’t think that mine is one to be sneezed at.” 

ss 


* 
IF in the world I fail to rise 
I shall experience surprise, 
For all my friends say I surpass 
All ordinary folks—for gas ! 


* * 
* 


“Wuy do you always paint yourangels with black hairand eves, 
Mr. Dauber?” asked a visitor, “Because | think that the right 
way,” replied the artist. “What makes you think so?” pursued 
the questioner. “Well,” said) Dauber, “I'm sure they are not fair, 
anvhow.” “ How are you sure?” further interrogated the visitor, 
“ Because?” said Dauber, sinking his voice to a whisper, “ my wife 
is fair.” es 

* 

THERE'S a deal too much sentiment in our modern descriptive 
writers, They make mistakes, too, now and asain, Ie described 
it thus: “Poor girl! there she stood. a stnile of sad expectation 
was on her face. Turn not the simple sorrows of the poor——" 
And then said old Jones, “What a pareel of bally rot; it was 
only old mother Snooks’ new slavey waiting at the area railings 
for the cat’s-meat man, and wondering whether she cou'd palin 
him off with a French peany,” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 412,—The “St. Patrick " Costume. 


Mature Beauty. You've been shilly-shally- | 
ing long enough, Mr. Fluffer ; marry me or 
take the consequences, 
(Marries her ant takes the consequences, The Greatest Juggler on Earth. 


\ 
' \. 
y’ iN 


First Fair One. Who is the best dancer in your regiment, Captain Bragboy ? 
Capt. Rraghoy. Well, present company excluded, of course, 1 should say Lieu- 
tenant Slashby, 


Second Fair One. And, present company, of course, excluded, who is the worst 
one? (Lragboy ponders and comes to the conclusion that he hardly likes tt). 


There once was a wild little jndze, 
Who at times from the verdict would 
budge, 
When rebuked by the jury, 
He'd then get ina fury, 
And remark, “Pooh, stuff, rubbish, 
bosh, fudge!" 


age 


ADVICE TAKEN. | 
“I wouldn't lower myself to ask for 
a halfpenny, Tommy." “I won't, dad 
—give us tuppence.” 


| to calculate there’s no win 


| supper-time, then.” 


) lunch.” 


| husband. o | 
; as much for the ducks, if he shoots °em—same as he did last time— 


[Saturday, March 19, 1892, 


an 

“LOOK 'ere,” said a publican, “vou said if he didn't pay, von 
would, so just ‘and over the coin.” “Wait a minute, my trend.’ 
said the customer addressed ; “I didn't cay anything of the hind 
Now, just be good enough to repeat what really did eax." + Vij 
said, ‘Let 'im ‘ave wot ‘e wants, landlurd; if he refooses to Puy, i 
will.’ “Just so,” remarked the customer; “if he refuses to pay, 
I will—refuse also, of course, 1 meant. Ah, Um tov old a bird tu 
be had on toast like iuat.” *° 


SLOPER is down on McGooseley. “That man's always wantin: 
to put ina word of his confounded advice is getting a deai ton 
rich.” Sothe Old Man told him that he didn’t regard his advie. 
any more than a puif of the March breeze. “Weil,” said Mav, 
sweetly, “there is a sort of likeness between ‘em. When there’. 
any advice that comes against you, it always goes in at one ear ane 
out of the other; and when a puff of wind goes against you, it gous 
in at one hole in that bloo:ning old coat of yours ard out at 


another!" That man must be put down. 
Ld 


s 
I HOLD it true with one who sings 
And also an accordian owns, 
That them as trades in rags and bones 
Makes more than them as writes good things, 
*\* —Tennyson the Bad Second, 


THIS chilly weather there is, no doubt, a deal of suffering on the 
stage, owing to the draughts caused by bad construction, How- 
ever, they've blocked ‘em all up completely at the “ Friv.”; still, 
results are not altogether so satisfactory as they might be. Said 
the Dook, “ Well, Tootsie has made upa bit too thick this time; 
her face looks like a Saffron Hill plasterer’s who's just come off 
from work.” Tottie, that good, kind girl, smiled, sweetly: “ You 
see, since the governor's stopped up all the draughts, she's forgotten 
now to blow half the powder of— 
poor thing!” *\° 
Overheard in Change Alley. 

First Broker (entering ina hurry). It's still falling. 
Second Broker (anxiously), What, Pernambuco A's? 
First Broker, No; snow. ¢ 

2 


It isaworld of mistakes. All the time we thought that poor 


| girl's face was working from suppressed grief she was only trying 


to bite a big Pepperuint in half, as she was so greedy jike she 
wouldn't wait till it was sucked away, 
s* 


s 
“HAVE another drink, Snook, my boy!" said ALLY SLOPER 
hospitably, at Mildew Court. “jWhich will you have, gin or 
whisky?" “Well—er, ah—er,” stammered Snook. “If what I've 
just drunk was gin, 1'll have whisky, and if it was whisky, Ll try 
the gin.” ~.* 


“T DOso love the glorious sunset,” simpered Miss Daisy Lackacal, 
“So do I," said Mr. George Stuffums. “I know it isn't long to 
ss 

* 


The Olive Branch, Pa, where do you go fishing ? 
Bladder pater. My son, I never go fishing nowadays. 
The O. B. Well, Mr. Snarler said last night you were always 


throwing a sprat to catch a mackerel, 


* 2 
* 


“HEARD about Swindlems?” asked Spiffins, “No,” said 
Spottins; “what about him?” “Done his employer out of a 


| couple of hundred pounds,” replied Spiffins. “Then,” ejaculated 


Spoffins, “it'll be case of arrest for him, then, I s’pose?” “Not 


; much of arest, I fancy. More like six months’ hard labour.” 


* 

SHE said, “ Before I married you, 

You had no buttons on your shirts.” 
I said, “ Perhaps that statement's true. 

But now, one fact my feclings hurts : 
Now we've been wed a year, alack ! 
T have no shirt upon my back!" 

- 


* 

SAID Jones, “T saw old Stoney yesterday, casting his bread upon 
the waters.” “Bless my soul!” ejaculated Smith, “you don't 
mean it?) That's not much in his line. What was he doing? 
Helping a blind man?” “No,” said Jones, “he was feeding the 
ducks in St. James’ Park with a piece of roll he brought away from 
= 

* 


Customer (after operation), What medical man do you employ 


| here? 


Barber, 1 don't understand, sir. We don't want a medical man 


here, 
Customer, Oh, don't you? I should have thonght some of your 


; customers would have preferred having chloroform before being 
| shaved, 


oe [Quick exit, 
a 
otted meat, dear—beef, 


SAID a voung husband, “ What is this 
ear,” replied his spouse : 


ham, chicken or what?” “T don't know, 
“the tin had no label on it.” * 


“T Say, missis,” said old Bloggs, “you'd better keep your ducks 
shut up next week, for I hear as how Master SLOPER is a-comin’ 
down for two or three days’ shootin’.”. “Indeed and I sha'n't, 
then,” answered Mrs. B., sharply. “What dyer mean? ‘asked her 
“Why, you old gooby, Mister SLOPER will pay us twice 


than we could get for ‘em in market ; and then, as he’s ‘shamed to 
take ’em away, we gets the ducks too, Gar'n, you men ain't got no 
sense.” - + 


In Third Class Carriage. 
First Disreputable Passenger, Did yer ever set ona jury? 
Second dittv, No; but a jury once sat on me—at the Oid Bailey, 
* € 


* 
THE brass-fitter who was at work ona weathercock would not 
admit that he was labouring in va(i)ne. 


ze 


* 

“WHAT a funny fellow Robinson is,” remarked Stingeyman. 
“He will stand in front of the bar and jaw away for half an hour 
before he offers to stand a drink.” “ Yes,” said McGooseley, mean- 
ingly ; “but he does stand it at last.” 


* 
WHEN death of Uncle John bereft us, 
We said we mourned because he'd left us ; 
Our re was a lot profounder 
To fiud he'd left us nis—the bounder! 


* 

EVERYBODY is anxious todo something for the natives of the 
Mombosa country. There's no Jack of sympathy with ‘em any- 
where. Why, SLOPER knows one poor girl who's but a humble 
circus rider, “Yet, bless me if the little popsy-wopsy hasn't been 
collecting all the old circus hoops and covering them with her old 
muslin skirts, She's sent a whole crate of ‘em out to Afrien, and 
paid carriage, so that they may be used as flower sieves by the 
sable Ethiopian,” ee 

* 

OF course we ought to admire the virtues of the labouring poor, 
“Don't tell me that they haven't got hearts,” said Brown, “the 
rank is but the guinea stamp—the man’s aman fora’ that.” Then 
too, he went on to say, “ Why, there’s that poor charwoman, whe 
used to come and work for us, she's joined the great majority, 
Her husband was pointed out to me the other day. Poor thouzh the 
man must be, he was yet in the deepest mourning. He respected 
his poor wife's memory.” “ He was all in black,” Smith answered 
with a sympathetic sigh. “Yes, you half boiled; old Bedlamite. 
But don’t cher know the man’s a sweep?” 


=m ak oY 


Saturday, March 19, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE’S WALKER. 


—_——— 


post there will be some warm weather some time, and you 
‘Ure, will once more see Cliveden’s overhanging woods in 
: reality; but, 
meanwhile, one 
can get a good 
notion of them, 
and of houseboat 
life generally at 
Toole’s Theatre. 
An elaborate and 
clever scene greets 
the spectator’s eve 
as the curtain 
rises on J. M. 
Barrie's _ bright 
and amusing little 
/; Jcomedy, some of 
‘Y, the plot of which 
I may tell you 
without in any 
way spoiling your 
enjoyment when 
you go to see for 
yourself, 

There is, to be- 
gin with, a good 
deal about honey- 
moons in the 
piece, but no 
actual honey- 
moons come oll, 
There are honey- 
moons looked 
forward to, and 
honeymoons 

orarily escaped from, and a bold, base hearted barber, by the 
rime of Jasper Phipps, is the escapist. Jasper Phipps, it would 
ppear, has been betrothed to, and was about to marry, one 
Sirah Rigg, female of impressive appearance, with evidently 
no nonsense about her; and he has actually, before the curtain 
draws up, led her as far as the door of the sacred editice, and then, 
ike unto the recreant Box, a printer betrothed to a Mrs, Wig- 
yini<, proprietor of bathing machines, “ walked away in an opposite 
tion,” The money saved up for the honeymoon the perfidious 
Phipps has determined to spend upon himself, and spend the off 
honevmoon all alone up the river, and have a roaring time of it. 
Mrs. Golightly is the owner of a house-boat moored off Cookham, 
n which, are staying with her, her daughter Bell Golightly, B.A., 
Miss Naney O'Brien and Penny the maid, W. G., a schoolboy gone 
ps ericket, a — 
tudent, 
vil and a 
ail, well built 
oung swell by 
he name of Kit 
Tpjohn, — Miss 
Belle, falling 
put of a punt 
nto two feet of 
yater, is hauled 
shore with a 
hook by 


Kit Upjohn: 


fLtole Alyy eA. 
é / C. M. Lown. 


nese VANBRUGH, 


gem 


Docutmaan, 
hilst she is in 
moomnconscious 


Vhipps 


Phipps, other 
ise the Colonel, 
ad, at the risk 

Df his life, res- 
ued her just as 
he was on the 

point of going 
ycertiun death 

Dver the weir. 
It was no- 

‘ says 

“ay 

would have 
one it.” 

Accepted as the world famed colonel, Phipps is now in clover. 

But suddenly a mournful figure appears upon the bank. It is the 

dd maiden, his Sarah, who has followed him down, and means 

0 take him back. He hides, 

But Sarah is not to be thus easily got rid of. She hovers around 
he hitherto happy house-boat. She at last hears Phipps’ voice as 
he ix starting with the ladies for a moonlight trip on the water. 

She tinds his clothes in the cabin and she carries them to the upper 

Beck, and there resolutely takes a seat to wait for him. His agony 

Dn his return on hearing from Ben that his crammers are certain in 
ni hour or two's time to be found out owing toa paragraph about 

he real Colonel in the newspapers, his wild search for his clothes 
nid Ie discovery of Sarah asleep with them in her lap; you must 

o and see. Alsou, how he hoists Sarah, by the aid of a crane, into 

the air, where she kicks,and down into the punt, where she swoons. 
he situation is very comic and causes a roar, With his Sarah and his 
lothes he departs, leaving a telegraphic address," Walker, London.” 
The ditlozue of this merry play is quite fresh and unconven- 
onal, aud the seting of every character, and every character is a 

5 character, very 
charming. Johnny 
Toole was never 
seen to greater ad- 
vantage, and is very 
droll throughout. 
Cc. M. Lowne as 

Kit Upjohn is very 

good indeed, and 

Seymour Hicks, ina 
mart with atelegram 

in his hand = an- 

nouncing the re- 
sult of his final 
examination, with- 
out opening it inan 
agony of doubt, 
asks all round him 
whether they think 
it is likely he has 
passed, shows real 
power. Cecil Ram- 
sey as W.G. is aw- 
fully funny, with 
his conterapt for 
love and craze for 
cricket. EftieListon 
as Mrs. Golightly is 
just light, and Irene 

Yanbrugh with her 

logic of love, de- 

licious, Mary 

tle <i " Brough, in what 

oe she has to do, isall a pennysworth and more, and, as Nanny 
rien, Mary Ansell is a dear wild Irish girl. It would be difficult 
think of anyone who could better play the part of Sarah Rigg 
un Etiza Johnstone, 


Jasper Phipps: J. L. TOOLE. 


Andrew McPhail: 


[ Nanny O Brien: 
SEYMOUR Hicks, 


MARY ANSELL. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE MISOGYNIST’S VERSION. 


On, woman! in the hours when we 
Have coin enough to buy for thee 
Confections, ices, dainties sweet 

That lovely Indies love tu eat— 

And rings and gems and gewgaws rare 
That lovely ladies love to wear— 

In those glad hours, how fondly seem 
Thy witching eves on us to beam: 
How charmingly thy dulcet voice 

Can make our smitten hearts rejoice : 
How suave thy smile, how calm thy brow: 
A thrice delicious ANGEL thou! 


But when we've got no cash to waste 
In pandering to each reckless taste 
That's fostered in the female mind, 

A startling change in thee we tind. 
Black shades ucross thy features flit : 
Not love, but scorn, thine eyes emit : 
Thy smile its wonted sweetness lack: : 
Of irony thy converse smacks : 

Thy hands, thy heart, seem colder far 
Than Hy perborean tempest are : 
Contemptuous frowns o'erspread thy brow: 
A plain, unvarnished WomAN thou! 


a 


ROBINSON’S DAUGHTER. 

Fanny ROBINSON was flighty; she played the giddy ox—I 
mean, heifer, 

When her younger sister wouldn't get out of bed to heat her 
curling-irons in the candle, she said, “ Mary, you're a little beast.” 

She seemed to think that younger sisters were born to fasten up 
elder sisters’ boots, to go and buy chocolate creams for them at 
all hours of the day, and to be pinched, ad libitum, on the nearest 
square inch handy. 

Her pa and her ma and her maiden aunts got tired of this. 

The girl hadn't got a single good quality. 

She grew more and more discontented. 

In the last century, “ whacky-whacky whack" was not merely 
the humorous subject of a song. It was a recognized institution. 

Bad girls use scented oil for their hands nowadays, 

Then they had strap oil. We live ina humane age. Naughty 
girls are no longer made to squeak when they are discontented 
with their homes, 

They take to writing three volumo novels, going on the stage 
and wearing not too voluminous skirts, and so on, 

Fanny Robinson's pa suspected her of meeting constantly an 
CHa: dissipated bloke with no property, 

te wanted to find out all about her, 

You have no idea how clever amateur detectives are nowadays, 
He went and cated on W, Sherlock Holmes. He told him his 
story, 

“A most interesting case,” said S.H. “If your daughter is absent 
from home, I'll just walk back with you.” 

They walked back. 

Sherlock Holmes walked straight into the girl's bedroom. He 
walked straight up to her looking glass and wiped it with his 
pocket-handkerchief, which he placed against his nose. 

Just then Miss Fanny came in. 

“What are you doing here?" she shrieked, indignantly. 

Sherlock Holmes calmly cleaned out his briarroot with a stray 
atay tag, filled it with the strongest shag and lit it with a stray curl 
paper. 
Allow me to say, Miss Robinson,” said he, “that you are a very 
vain girl—that you are in the habit of using your short absences to 
meet a dissipated young man who kisses you frequently—you meet 
him at least half a mile from home.” 

“Who told you?” sobbed the bafled female. 

“The pocket-handkerchief,” said Sherlock Holmes. “In the 
pocket-handkerchief that I wiped the looking-glass with is a 
perfect film, You must have Jooked in the glass very often. That 
shows your vanity. You must have breathed very hard, or the 
glass would not have had that film covering it, which 1 wiped off. 
That proves you were in a hurry, and the person you met was some 
distauce off. There is a strong smell of alcohol on the film, which 
shows that you had been kissed severely by a man who had brandy 
and soda very early in the morning. Your hurried breathing carried 
the alcohol to the mirror.” 

The girl had betrayed herself. 

Morat.—You never, under any circumstances, can be so_bally 
clever as to outwit an amateur detective. (Apologies to Conan 
Doyle, the man had no right to call himself Sherlock Holmes.) 


—— 


THE UNPARDONABLE SIN. 


THIS world, whate’er the cynics say, 
Is not without redeeming features ; 
There are folks who remember they 
And those around are fellow creatures, 
A man may make a slip at times, 
Yet be not wholly lost and gone, 
Unless his be that worst of crimes— 
The dreadful sin of “ getting on.” 


The man who never gets his “ Blue,” — 
The man who's “ ploughed ” or rusticated 
Will still find friends sincere and true ; 
Folks never are for failure hated. 
But, dare the winning eight to stroke, 
Be Senior Wrangler, later Don, 
Your friends will deem it past a joke— 
Your impudence in “ getting on.” 


If Robinson goes through the court 
And in the pound pays but a shilling ; 
Smith, who's at heart a royal sort, 
To give a helping hand is willing. 
But when the man’s bad luck has fled, 
And better days have on him shone, 
E’en good old Smith will cut him dead 
For having, after all, got on. 


There's pity for that Tenth Submerged, 
There's pardon for bad man or woman ; 
And for the worst ‘tis ever urged 
“To err is only to be human.” 
But one offence one can't forgive, 
‘Tis an ayreed sine qud non, 
That man becomes untit to live 
When he succeeds in “ getting on.” 


—— 


PULL AND PULL. 


“HULLOo, old chap!” cried a beast we know of the name of 
Brown, as we nearly stumbled over him outside the Law Courts. 
ane Just won my case against Hopkinson. Come and have a 

rink. 

“What Hopkinson—Jack ?" we asked. . 

“The same,” he grinned. “Oh, 1 fairly beat him. You see, to 
start with, I had all the advantage of having a better case than he. 
I had that Pedy on him. Then he's got no oof to fight with, and I 
have. I had that pullon him. I managed to secure Gill (Hopkinson 
couldn't make it run to counsel), and I had that pall on him. 
knew one or two coveys on the jury. 1 had the pull of him there. 
They helped me to square three more of ‘em. I had the pull on 
him there. But after all I’m sorry for him. He's a decent sort.’ 

“Yes; that’s where he has the pull on you!” 
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SAVED BY A SONG. 


“GEORGE, do pray be sensible and let me go upon the stage.” 
“Never” ; i 
“But we are 
face to face with 
starvation.” 
“1 would far 
rather = starve 
than live upon 
a woman's 
earnings.” 
“But there is 
the child.” 
“Yeas, 
help us!" 
“I have no 
fancy for star- 
vation, IT have 
talent and good 
looks, Since 
you brought me 
to this pass, you 
should, at all 
events, give me 
a chance of ex- 
tricatin, my- 
self.” . ’ 


God 


“So be it: 
you are afraid ° 
to face the 
future with me 
—then go your -~ 
way. I will go 
mine ; but I will 
keep my child, 

or as I am. 

t shall never 
pe said I sent you on to the stage to support me or our child, 
Amy. 

The little girl ran from the next room to answer her father's call, 

“ Put on your hat and cloak, my pretty one; we are going away.” 
e e 


“Go your way.” 


* * 2 *. 

The triumph of Mrs. Vanderwade was the event of the dramatic 
season. Within six months of making her début she was in the 
front rank of burlesque artistes, and her voice, her verve and her 
beauty were the talk of the town, 

She was living in rattling style; a smart brougham bore her 
from her smart tlat to the theatre, aud her diamonds, flashing in 
the glave of the footlights, tilled the hearts of the women with 
envy, and, if not hatred, certainly malice. She was so perfectly 
a public idol, so graceful, dashing and brilliant, they were quite 
sure she could not be respectable. 

George had disappeared, taking with him little Amy; all her 
efforts to trace 
him had been in 
vain. She came 
to the conclusion 
that he had 
emigrated. 

She had hun- 
dreds of ad- 
mirers; nota few 
tempters, Fore- 
most among the 
latter was Got- 
theim Weber- 
sohn, the city 
financier, 

Years ago 

’ Weber had come 

tou London a 

shoeless —imimi- 

grant and had 

starved on twelve 
shillings a week, 

By dint of plod- 

ding — persever- 
. ance he had 
” risen. 

One night Mrs. 
Vanderwade 
received and ac- 
cepted an invita- 
tion to sup with 
Webersohn at the 

Do- 


ara iee 
ry 


An admire: celebrated 


| nano’s in company with other ladies, On arriving she was surprised 
, to find the table, which was ina private room ou the grouud floor, 


laid only for two. ; 

“What does this mean, sir?” she exclaimed, indignantly. 

“It means,” said the millionaire, throwing himself on his knees, 
“that [ love you madly ; my heart, my fortune, are all yours.” 

What was that? Looking through the window into the cold 
deserted street where the east wind was hurling the rainstorm 
against the panes, Mrs. Vanderwade saw a man, miserably clad, 
holding the hand of a shivering little girl, and singing for alma, 
singing too asong that she had heard before—that George had sun, 
when in her happy courting days—a song with which she hac 
hushed to sleep the baby at her breast, Then the girl's voice, sweet 
and pure, though she was trembling with cold, took up the refrain, 
and from Mrs. Vanderwade's heart broke a strange cry, 

“Where are you going?” cried Webersohn. . 

“T must goat once, you have insulted me,” she said. 
me I was to Se 
meet your = 
guests. You = = 
lied. Now you — = 
willmeet mine _- 
—my husband | 
and child. 

“George, 
George!" she 
eried, rushing 
into the street 
and flinging 
her arms pas- 
sionately 
around the 
shivering 
singer, “come 
back to me— 
back to me! I 
have been 
breaking my 
heart at losing 
you both. 
Come with 
me; you must, 
you shall. I 
will leave the 
stage, will do 
anything. 
Only youshall 
never more 
part from your 
wife, your true 
and faithful ; 
wife, as God is my Judze. And never more will I be parted from 
my child.” When the strange trio entered the supper Toot 
Gottheim Webersohn had departed, which didn’t matter much, 


“You told 


“My husband and child!” 


©.° Miss Slover will be delizhted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose purtraus have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


A 
- hD 
No, 226.—Miss Mona RoyDEN. 


Oh, Mona, my own love, Mona, my dear love !” 
—The Dook Snook. 


“Td live for thee, die for thee—only for thee!" —Lurd Lub. 


“Art thou not mine through the long years to be /" 
—The Hon Billy. 


(1). “ Well, I'll be lobstered if ever I saw sic’ a lot 0° week-heeded weesels!” 
soliloquized McBung ; ‘a'll leave the bloomin’ country.” 


“Pray excuse us, sir, but we are just going toa fancy 
dress ball; my husband will be with you iu a moment 
—just dressing as a white seal, you know.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


champayne, 


Ton (who has sampled some before), Chaur 
pagne! Ugh!! *tain’t champagne, ‘tis gooseberry. 


(Saturday, March 19, 1899. 


“Tagree with you about it being very cold, 


in search of husbands, dear—grin and bear it, I 
suppose ?""—F'rtract from Letter of Young Lady. 


| 
Ses | 

Mother And, Tom, mind you don't take too much of Mr. Brown's | but what are we girls to do who are constantly 
| 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—LITTLE TICH. 


SCENE—Under the Garden Wall —omitted in Sir Gussy's Pantomime,—(1). Enter A. 
SLOPER. Sings. Air -* The Custer's Serenade”: “Oh, Vichy, I'm a-wytin’, wytin’ 
alone out ‘ere! Oh, Tichy, I'm a wytin’, wytin’ for you."——(2). LITTLE Tic (as 
Humpty-Dumpty, appearing suddenly on wall), “What cheer! That you're a-whiling 
don’t surprise me’ A. S.“ Why?" LiITTLe T. © You look so very fishy in the 
eye.” A.S. “I think you're very personal.” LITTLE T. * Oh, do you? Well, what 
d'you want?" A.S. “Only tointerview you.” With a yell of cunsternation LITTLE 
TICH yalls from wall, and appears as the Yellow Dwarf. -(Aside)—* Iu this new form 
he may not recognize me.” A. S. (not to be done). “Ah. there you are again!” 
LitrLe T. * You do sirprise me! I thonght you wouldn't know me. Botheration !" 
A. S. “ Nothing escapes A. SLOPER'S observation.” LITTLE T. © Than [d be inter- 
viewed I'd rather die tirst, and hope to your remark to give the lie tirst.” (//astily 
conceals himsel tn a pair of long boots, where he takes the ‘urther precantion of making 
a complete change of costume.) A, S. “Gone! Then I'm done.” (Lvoks about all 


McBUNG DISGUSTED. 


2 
_— 


over the place.) “My search for him is fruitless—in fact, I may remark, it’s shoely 
bootless.” (Sees soles of bouts presented towards him, Starts, puts fingers to nose, 
cautiously creeps up and looks over them.) “ What do I see ?—my own, my guiding 
star! Ah, Tichy, Tichy, Tichy, there you are !"——(3), LITTLE TICH, being dis- 
covered, executes a wild dance of rage, in the execution of which A. SLOPER'S nose 
suffers, A. S. “You need not think you'd thus escape from ALLY.” LITTLE T. 
* Foiled! Then permit me to observe, ‘Oh, bally !'"——(4), Changes quickly intoa 
lady of the corps de ballet, performs a Pas de Fascination, which, being coneluded— 
A.S. (cvolly), “ And now the interview.” LITTLE T, (sighing). “ Again a botch! 
Once more I try—a little special Seotch."——(5). Watching his opportunity, he does so. 
A. S. “Further disguise is useless, you must own To everybody Little Tich is 
known.” With a wild ery, LITTLE TICH rushes off. Fur a moment A. SLOPER is 
nonplussed, then slowly winks, and, leaving the theatre, strolls over to the “ Albion,” 
and quietly waits fur him. there, Eventually he was removed by the chucker-out. 


THIS 
AKEN J— 


PARAFIN WHUSKEY ) _ 
To I THER CLIMES J = 


PETER M BUNG 


mS EO VITILER 


(2). And he did. 


(3). Aud the Laird pined for the paraffin, and said, “ All the rightness and 
light Les gone oot o° me life noo.” 


Saturday, March 19, 1892.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Count . 

COUNCIL 

\ Va r ELECTION 

LA, o — V¢ Revent 
PROGRErsWE 9? 


+ Z R 
Sorcal-Eagleisn- » ~f « MODERATE GH 3C 


MAIRITY 


rane 


A -Challenge- 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


My show this week, ladies and gentlemen, you will, I feel sure, acknowledge takes the cake. ; so Thear, Play merry pranks again this year :—His offer Mr, Tate's withdrawn, A fact which 
Fverything up to date, and up to dick, to use a slang phrase, Rivals may deride and sneerat my | British Art must mourn:—They say the average recruit Is very much too young to suit >—The 
efforts, but ] care not! My motto is always, “Onward” :—7he fight ahout the Behring Sea As hot | mutton missed the butcher's wife And nearly took the servant's life, The Progressives have again 
asecer seems to be :—His glove down Sullivan has hurled And boldly challenged all the World:— — been returned, this time with an overwhelming majority. That they may be successful in their 
Some qood will come, the Lrish hope, Of Dufferin's audience with the Pepe :—The Dougallites will, legislation is the heartfelt wish of—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


ADVICE TO RESTAURANT KEEPERS. 


A PROPHETABLE OCCUPATION. 
Vucle Tom, Well, Jolmny, if you don’t care to be a soldier,a sailor 
nu ductur, What would you like to be ? 


Johnny (evidently at a loss). I think, if nothing better turns up, 
cle, 1 should like to be a prophet. 


“WHO'S YER HATTERP” 
She. Where did you get that fearful hat, Mr. Muggeridge ? 
He, Some big headed professor at the club took mine by mistake. 
Sorry I can't raise it,asit's filled with paper to keep it from dropping 


aver mv nace 


¢ bi BEYOND REDEMPTION. 
ou say your husband knocks y time he gets | ifieu: 
Si. How oven does he a Greek” Cray es be. ies | “Jolly cold, are you! I find it dimcu% to get coaled, so the end of 


(Bad case. siz months’ Aurd. “Can't get customers at your restaurant? Try this sort of thing.” is we shall Lave to freeze.” 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


IN Spring, a young man’s faney lightly turns to thoughts of 

love. Whoever the fellow was who gave vent to these s Htiments, be 

must have had more 

romance in his 

naturethan common 

sense. A man, whe- 

ther young or old, 

who can get his lov- 

ing thoughts into 

good working order 

with the ther. | 

mometer at Zero, be 

his nature ever so 

amorous, should be | 

looked upon with 

respect, and deserves 

premier position 

among the world's 

wonders, But weare | 

afraid that this being | 

doeva not at present | 

exist in England. A 

modern Spring isa 

ticklish customer to 

deal with and gives 

its unlucky victins 

no inclination to 

think of anything | 

but discovering the 

best means of keep- 

ing themselves from 

freezing to death. 

Love, it looks upon 

witha certain sort of contempt, and should there be an unfortunate 

individual defiant enough to court his sweetheart in the open air, 

woe betide him, Spring is ever on the alert, and a prick from its 

darts, representing bronchitis and rheumatism, is sufficient to un- 
dermine the strongest constitution, 
s 


THE pictures now on view at the Royal Institute of Painters in 
Water Colours, Piccadilly, are really splendid, and evidently the 
promoters of this exhibition do not intend permitting rival shoee 
to supersede them in the public favour. Some of the pictures are 
really very taking to the eye, and Art Conuoisseurs will find much | 
to please aud interest them = yg 

* 


A. SLOPER spent a very cosy time the other evening at Collins’ 
Music Hall, where they have a programme that would put that of 
many a West Eud temple of varieties to the blush, including, as it 

. does, the names of a large number of popular “stars,” whose 
fabulous salaries must make rather n large hole in the receipts, 
Drop into Collins's any time you are Islington way and forward all 
your thanks to SLoPER, carriage paid, 

* 


* 

For originality of idea commend us to the American girl. 

A. SLOPER thought that he himself could take the cake in that 
direction, but now willingly abdi- 
cates in favour of the Yankees. 
Two prospective brides in New 
York give a sort of farewell dinner 
to several of their friends, and the 
table, which was in the shape of a 
heart, was made especially for the 
occasion, The central floral decora- 
tion consisted of two hearts made 
of roses and transfixed with violet 
arrows, The lights illuminating 
the room were ull rose coloured. 
Ices were served in the shape of 
hearts and were all piereed with 
arrows, The orange baskets had 
butterfly handles and the dessert 
was handed round in heart shaped 
plates. To crown all, a specially 
prepored bride cake, contained 
a golden bangle which was cut for 
by the guests, This sort of thing 
seems to us a little beyond the re- 
sources of British loveliness, What 
English girl could prepare a dinner 
in this style?) *,* 

IN «2 moment of ZEvrtra-“ Un- 
sweetened” -ness, the Eminent, 
when noticing Blur-Ey'd Susan 
n few weeks back, said.“ Its failure, 
financially, is assured.” The truth 
is, the Mildewed One, when writing 
the paragraph, was thinking of the 
file of unpaid bills at Mildew Court, and the expression escaped him 
unawares, Mr. Abud gays, at the present time the Prince of Wales’ is 
refusing the merry oofkins every night, and that Blue-Ey'd Susan is 
the most successful piece produced at that theatre since Durothy. 

” 


THE Mildewed Littératcur has this day been graciously pleased 
to confer the “ Award of Merit” upon ERNEST PARKE, because he 
maintains the brilliancy of the Star, leyther,” bleated the Blue 
Orbed Paragraphist, “don't you think that if you was to git Ernest 
toshove a few of his sensational headlines into that there effete raz 
o’ yourn it might——?" But herea portion of Alexandry’s anatomy 
came in contact with an infuriated father's boot toe,and once again 
the Blue Eyed Blossom takes his meals standing. 

* 


ALTHOUGH Lady Windermere's Fan cannot by any course of 
reasoning be accounted a good play, it possesses, nevertheless, 
“ many redeeming 

a 

fc ra least of which is 

the almost daz- 
zling brilliancy of 
the dialogue and 
the true ring of 
the sentiment; but 
it is disappointing 
in the extreme to 
find the usually 
unconventional 
Oscar Wilde so 
decidedly conven- 
tional, Mr. Wilde 
has so often ex- 
pressed his views, 
upon things thea- 
trical—so fre- | 
quently told us 
what a play ought 
to be—that when 
he presents us, ns 
the creation of his 
brain, with an jn- 
consequent hotch- | 
potch of dramatic 
Incidents bor- 
rowed from the French and English contemporaries whom he 
affects to despise, it is but natural that we should entertain feelings | 
almost amounting to resentment against the man who, while | 
posing as a critic, has proved so conclusively that he is thoroughly 
tucapuble of enriching dramatic literature, Mr, Wilde never madea 


| Albert Chevalier, George 


| turists has 


features, not the | 


ereater mistake than he did when he wrote Lady Windermere's 
fun. Many hearkened to him before—now the who.e world laughs. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ON Ath inst. the Mildewed Roysterer managed to induce the Family 
to accompany him to the East End ona visit to the Paragon Theatre 
of Varieties, where an enthu- 
siastic audience gavethe Ancient 
an ovation that could be heard 
all over Mile End. There was a 
capital company, —iucludiug, , 

Seau- 4§ 

champ, Sandow, James Fawn, 

Winifred Johnson, the Sisters 

Lloyd, and any number of OG / 

others, indeed, enough short. = 

skirted loveliness to make the een 
Eminent once again regret the sae. 


existeuce of Mrs. S, AE 4 


-—* 
THE capital programme of the 


Oxford Music Hall was further 
augmented last week by the 


| appearance of the Sisters Ongar, 


a couple of fair trapeze artistes, 
whose performance savours of 


the marvellous, 
7 * 


Mr. HUME Nisner, in his 


| article on * Illustrative Art,” in 


this month's Gentleman's 
Magazine, says :—** ALLY SLo- 
PER’ is the only paper of the 
wesent day to whom the pecu- 
iar genius of the old carica- 
descended: his 
Hogarthian satire and Rabela- 
sian humour is, in this much 
illustrated weekly paper, reproduced in modernized costume and 
surroundings, Parisian nattiness and smartness blends with the 
broad buffoonery with which Cruikshank delighted his audience of 
the past generation.” Now, look here, Hume, old chap, any day 
you're passing “The Sloperies" look in—the “Sloper Arms” and 
the “ Blue Pig” are almust next door to us, 

*?* 


* 
EVER thoughtful in the interests of Art and the public generally, 
and having a genuine parental contempt for wooden babies, A. 


; SLOPER has been in communication with Henry Irving on the 


subject of running Ginetta Margarine as the infant Princess in 
Henry VIII, with Boulanger Shakebacon thrown in as a sort of 
understudy, in case the former should be struck down with measles, 
whooping-cough, or other infantile complaints, Henry, not seeming 
to appreciate the Eminent’s idea, high words have resulted, conse- 
quently the two great men are at present at daggers drawn, 

s¢@ 


cd 
THE coal strike is a burning question, but it is altogether out of 
the province of a paper of this class to attempt to arbitrate between 
the two contending fac- 
tions of Capital and Ene 
Labour, Labour has, of Cant AFFCRD 
course, its grievances, A fang 
and the life of a miner : 
is undoubtedly not all a 
jam, but unfortunately é 
there is rather too much 
of the “give an inch 
take anell” nature about 
the festive wigtder of the 
pick, who would, ff he 
could have things all his 
own way, be just as great 


y 


| a tyrant as he would 


have us suppose the 
Employer is. At the 
time of writing neither 
side shows the faintest 
indication of giving way. 
The price of coal is as- 
suming gigantic propor- 
tions, and larce  con- f 
sumers, unfortunate = é P | 
householders with large Pee Say 
greenhouses, for in- “ 
stance, are haunted with 
pleasing visions of ruin 
and bankruptcy. The supply at Court Mildew has long since been 
exhausted, and the Blood Smirched and Alesandry, armed with 
sacks, have been frequently observed of late in the neighbourhood 
of the railway company'’s——but no, We must not, we wéll not, give 


| the poor little beggars aAWay, 9 » 
= 


_ WHILST one cannot but admit that the sentence of nine months’ 
imprisonment passed last we-k upon Mrs. Osborne is an exception- 
ally light one, considering the serious nature of the offence with 
which she wascharged, it should not be forgotten that the unha py 
woman has already received Ayet greater punishment in the loss 
of dignity, respect and station: In our opinion the sentence is a 
truly just one. To have made it mach lighter would have been a 
scandal ; to have made it much heavier, inhuman, 
s* 
* 

Harry Payne is a clown of the old school, 'tis true, but still he 
can give points and an easy licking to most, if not all, of his modern 
rivals, On the evenings of the 24th and 25th of the current month, 
the genial old fellow takes 2 benetit at Drury Lane Theatre, and it 
is to be hoped that on these dates his many admirers and friends | 
will gather round himin foree and give him what he so thoroughly 
deserves, a real good “ bumper.” 

zs 


+ 
MADAME DEGALY (poses classiques) and the Redouin Troupe | 
are the Jutest introductions into the Empire Theatre of Varieties 


programme, and their respective 
performances meet with general 
approbation. The two ballets, Nisita 
and By the Sea, are as much appre- 
ciated as ever and meet with enthu- 


| siastic applause nightly. The latter 
| Spectacle will, we believe, be with- 


drawn at Easter, so those who have 
heretofore missed seeing this 
charming ballet are recommended to 
do soat once. Nothing prettier has 
been seen for a long time on the 
variety stage. 9 » 

s 


AN eminent firm of tobacconists 
have expressed their intention of 
placing upon the market a new 
cigarette, to be called the “Oscar.” 
It's rather a Wilde idea, but they 
should be patronized by all dramatic 
futhors and smoked before the 
curtain by those anxious to show the 
contempt they feel for public opinion 
and their lack of, good breeding. 


* 

ALL you laggard philanthropists 
—and there are a very considerable 
number—who have delayed sending 
in a subscription to “Ally’s Toor 
Appeal,” are hereby solemnly warned 
that the Fund will positively close on March 26th, by whieh date 
ALLY has set his mind upon working the amount up to £175. Now 
then, evervbody : this is not asking much of vou. Make one tinal 


| effort aud see that the poor old Eminent is not disappuinted, 


(Saturday, March 19, 1892, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, 


A CALENDAR FoR THE WrEK ENDING Mancu 26th, 1892, 
eangeaece 
20th March, 1819.—* Called upon Lady C. Fit 
hait-past eleven,” says Thomas Moo d 
mentioned that young D'A 
Rookh’ by heart, 
the bar of the 


early ty 
tt's boy. 
© tO stay 


bas aaa eaacae i a Sr eee 

22nd March, 1836.—Raikes records, under this date, that 
Louis XVIIL, on his entry into Paris, said, at the Tuileries, to the 
courtiers by whom he was surrounded :—“ Messicurs, il n'y a rien 
de changé, il nya quun Francais de plus.” Some years aiter- 
wards, this speech was bitterly parodied on the arrival of the 
famous giraffe, which, from its size and novelty, created much 
sensation in Paris, A print representing the animal was published, 
under which was written, “ Jd n'y a rien de change, il my quun 
béte de plus.” 


28rd March, 1718.—In a letter from the celebrated Lady 
Mary Wortley Montagu, of this date, she speaks of having her son 
vaccinated in Constantinople. In August, 1721, the experiment of 
inoculating, or, as it was at first called, “engrafting,” for sma!! pox 
was first tried in England upon seven condemned criminals, 


ee rey 
24th March, 1882.—Colonel Fred Burnaby this day crossed 
the Channel ina balloon alone, and landed safely in France. 


_ 25th March, 1785.—On this day the toll ceased on Black- 


friars Bridge. 


26th March, 1828.—A countryman had his pocket picked 
whilst standing near the Judges in the Cathedral at Exeter this 
day, during divine service, of his purse, containing a sovereign, 
about twenty shillings in silver and a counterfeit half sovereiyn, 
The latter was to have been produced on the trial of a prisoner for 
uttering base coin, who, no doubt, was indebted for his acquittal to 


the dexterity of the thief. 
a ae ee 


RETRIBUTION. 


WHEN wildly, wildly in my breast 
The voice of Conscience pleaded, 

] laughed to scorn her grave behest, 
And left her prayers unheeded. 

In viie Temptation’s grasp secured, 
My soul was mastered wholly ; 

And, rash, remorseless, | matured 
My project slowly, slowly— 

Then calmly, at the destined time, 
The higeous deed committed : 

And him who suffered by the crime 
No single jot I pitied, 


But scarce a week has passed, and, lo! 
Stern Nemesis has sought me ; 
I've lost the prize, at one fell blow, 
Which fell transgression brought me. 
In vain [I've steeped my soul in crime, 
In vain renounced my claim to 
Elysium’s endless joys sublime 5 
And crimson dyes of shame to 
My cheeks arise, on thinking how 
The blank-dash-hy phened fellah, 
From whom I sneaked his gamp, has now 
Recaptured that umbrella! 


——_>—_—_ 


MISUNDERSTOOD MEHITA. 


MEHITA FLOPDODGER felt that she really and truly loved 
him—was compelled to lay her maiden affection at his feet, quite 
apart from piaying obedience to her mother's oft spoken request, 
“ Don't forget it’s Leap Year, "Hity ; keep your weather eye peeled.” 
And only those who have loved for love alone, who have cared 
naught for sordid interests, know that the regard a girl bears her 
lover, which is called psychic attraction, and the first flush of 
animal passion is quite another cat in the garret. Mehita didn’t 
care a solitary bank-to-obstruct-a-mill-pond’s-watercourse about the 
psychic article ; it was expedient with a love like hers to keep it in 
the open air, and to hide it away ina refrigerator when not in use. 

And as Mehita glanced up through her beauteons auburn “ fringe” 
at the chin point of young Henry, upon whose bosom her head had 
rested full half that wild March evening, she said—nay, hissed in 
sheer delight— 

“’Enery, 1—would—die—for ahyoun!" 

“Oh, you needn't,” said Heury, who was brutally materialistic ; 
“vou needn't do that.” 

“Na?” 

“No—ZJ like red ‘air! 

* * * * * * 
Mehita’s weather eye is still peeled; but she wouldu't discover 
Heury if she were wrecked on the Pitcaira Islands, 


>—____ 


LYING LIKE TRUTH. 


THE head warehouseman at Tareit's Worldwide Dra ry Esta- 
blishment tapped with the knuckles of his right hand upon the 
glazed panel of the door of the great Mr. Tareit's sanctum sancto- 
rum. It was a bold thing to do, for, in the ordinar way. Mr. T. 
had to be approached through quite a body-guard of his staff; but 
the warehouseman dared and did it, When, at length, he con- 
fronted his terrible principal it céuld be seen that the strain told 
upon him. 

‘*T must speak to you alone, sir,” he gasped. 

With a waive of the hand Mr. Tareit dismissed his seventeen 
private secretaries ; and the warehouseman proceeded— 

“I was a-openin’ one o’ the bales o’ shirtin’s, sir, what come by 
the Aurania, an’ just as 1 come to the inside wrapper what did I 
come acrost but an ‘egro's scal hee ; 

“A negro’s scalp? Great Boldero !” ejaculated the now surprised 
principal, turning in his chair. . 

“Yes, sir, It was, prob'ly aie ad in the steam machinery and 
whisked off somehow or other—but there it is.” r 

“What rare and stupendous luck!” 

“Luck, sir?” 

“Certainly. Keep this great discovery to yourself, and do as I 
bid you, and n sixty-eighth of an original founder's share in this 
great and thriving business is yours, How many bales of shirtings 
are there?" 

“ Forty-two, sir.” 

“Good, Open them all and mix it in well—well into them all.” 

“ Mix what in, sir?” 

“Why, the scalp, of course, 
the new advertisements.” 

“ New advertisements, sir?” : 

“Certainly, hese shirtings ave warranted to contain wool ail 
through!” 


Meanwhile I will myself draw up 


2 oer wens eS | 


— 
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Saturday, March 19, 1892.) 


———— 
THE DUSTMEN’S DENUNCIATION. 


abolish dustmen. and to remove dust and other refuse 


movement is a-foot to t 
2 by more scientific means.) 


Wort's this we 
year both far 
an’ near, 

We dust- gents 
of this meat 
troppoliss? 

J/vhe statement's 
true wot meats 
meand you 

“Twill send ous 
to the Neck 
Croppoliss ! 

For how can 
we liv by the 
bar-skit and 
siv?! 

We shall have 
for to deem- 
vlish ‘em, 

lf they thus 
annoys us bold 
dusteys, 
Sayin’, “Let us 
fourth with 
abolish ‘em!" 

Now, what have 
we done that 
they knead 
distroy 


Se 


“vbr! Dust hey—> 


: hd f Dyslivrb_) 


The genelmen crying “ Dustoy, dustey !” 
Arournd your bins we're sharp on our pins 
Removin' of soup or tluities ; 
Yus, there ain't no doubt that in clearin’’em out 
We're spry—w'en we gets great tuities ! 
Our purfession you'll own is useful grown; 
We're like gems wot's all right when you polish ‘em, 
Then, for wot cause—eh ?—do some dare to say— 
“ Dustoys, oh, Dusturb and abolish ‘em !” 
Ho! long may Ingerland still employ 
Us parties wot hollow “ Dustoy,edustoy 
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HIS FIRST ABSENCE. 
Doxa! As the dull, sullen boom of a distant church clock pro- 
ming the hour of one breaks the fearsome stillness of the night, 
fair gir) who has been quietly dozing by the bright fire which 
ns cheerily in the drawing room of No, 7 Canoodleum Villas, 
es with a frightened start. 
ne o'clock, and Alfred Henry not home yet! No, surely it 
ot be! But, alas! the hands of the marble wedding present 
ning the mantel-board bear additional testimony to the appal- 
fac Merciful powers! what can have happened?) He—her 
ved—her husband—the man who but six short weeks ago had 
her all blushes and orange blossoms from the altar, was absent 
her side for the first 
bing since their mar- 
True, he had tele- 
yhed that an important 
quite unexpected busi- 
matter would keep him 
pwn untileleven o'clock, 
pained and grieved as 
was at this unforeseen 
ce, her thoughts had 
t tenderly upon_ her 
edarling gallantly best- 
the wily buyer, if not 
England, for home and 
ty. But now—ah! it 
too terrible to contem- 
and yet, try as she 
t, the horrid thought 
id force itself upon her 
A. Aterrible accideut to 
rain, a cruel murder in 
lonely alley, a slip in 
of a rapidly passing 
the hundred and one 
ers of treacherous London present themselves to her imagina- 
Oh! but it was cruel, wicked, to have placed the cup of happi- 
ito her lips and dashed it from them after so short a draught. 
Henry had loved her, and oh, how she had adored, had wor- 
ed him. Hark! what sound is that! ‘those are strange 
eps, strange voices, they hare come to bring her the news! 
to the hall door and gazes out down the long narrow 
up which two dark figures are slowly approaching, bearing 
enthemalimp and silent burden—the body of a man, With 
. agonized wail the maddened wife is at their side. 
oh, tell me, that he is not killed, say he is not dead——" 
* responds one of the bearers, as he tenderly lays 
| Henry's head upon the scraper and gazes pityingly into 
ir face turned so anxiously to his. “Oh, no! dead drun— 
is, Just a little faint, you see, miss—er—ma'am; it’s a 
:* night, and—why, blest if she hasn't dragged him 
1 slammed the door in our faces, Well, of all the ingratitude | 
—here. come on, Dick, don't go to sleep; [ guess itll be a 
time before we see Alf at the ‘Buffalo Horns’ again.” 
d we have the best authority for saying that it was, 


EO 


_GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No, 38.—GWENDOLINE WALSINGHAM. 
THE strongest man on earth has 
just 
Renounced his wondrous lifting 


iz, 
And henceforth he must crunch a 
crust, 
Thoweh princely viands once were 
ais, 
His love for Gwendoline the Fair 
Has in his bosom given birth 
To such enervative despair 
That he’s the weakest 
earth ! 
The stontest man on earth 
ceased 
For gold untold his bulk to boom ; 
And at a casual ward, down East, 
He nightly pleads for elumbering 
room, 
His love for Gwendoline the Gay 
Aas wreaked upon his ponderuus 
girth 
Such tabefaction, day by day, 
That he’s the deanevt man 
earth ! 


The jolliest man on earth—you bet 
1 mean the Friend of 
Esquire— 
Declares that he'll his earquiss set 
(With “Darkest England 
2 Lights") on fire! 
His love for Gwendoline the Blithe 
Has so tabooed his wonted mirth 
(Writhe, SLoPER's friends, in anguish writhe !) 
That he’s the saddest mau on earih! 


man on 


has 


on 


Man, 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 
eo 
MILAN, ITALY, February 2h, 1892, 

My Dear ALLY,—Being an F.O.S., | consider it my duty at all 
times to let you know what those in foreign climes think of the 
Friend of Man. [I am sojourning in sunny Ltaly just now, bat 
insist on having my “HALF-HOLIDAY”™ every week. The other 
day my valet entered my sitting room, bringing with him the la-t 
issue of “ALLY SLOPER.” Before he entered, the room was cold 
and gloomy; but no sooner had LT gazed on the historic nose of 
ALLY, than a sudden glow pervaded the room, Seated by my side 
was Mascagni, of * Cavalleria Rusticana™ fame, 1 brousht to his 
notice your noble features, at the same time saying, * Behold one 
of the lights of the world!” (Don’t imagine | meant your nose, 
wy dear friend.) He gazed at your picture with a look of amaze- 
ment; then, in excited tones, said, “Oh! why have | not known 
this Adonis before?) His whole face is a poem—a_ composer's 
dream, Yes, he shall be the hero of my new opera, and, with his 
sublime features to inspire me, | know the work will eclipse all my 
vrevious efforts. Yes, it will fairly * Knock em in the Old Kent 
toad.’” He then rushed frantically from the room, and has not 
been seen since, for he is buried in the innermost chamber of his 
house, engaged on this great work ; so think, my dear ALLY, of the 
glory that is in store for you, and bang the trumpet, blow the 
Sincerely yours, SCOVEL, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 105.—He INAUGURATES A“ NINE YEARS’ System” 
OF CREDIT. 
ALLY SLOPER the ‘cute, ALLY SLOPER the sly, 
ALLY SLOPER, the cove with no green in his eye, 
To his gin-seller went, with a sob and a sigh, 
And exclaimed, “ Looka yair, my old son, 
T'm confounded|y crippled for cash, Will you let 
My account be chalked up for nine years 2 You kin bet 
That on April the twelfth | will pay the whole debt, 
In the year nineteen hundred and one!" 


When the gin-vendor said, with a pitving grin, 
That he'd gladly oblige the Imbiber of Gin, 
To his coal-seller cried the Colossus of Sin, 

“L use weekly of households one ton : 
Rut I'm poor, so you'll let my consignments be shot 
Down my grid for nine years upon tick—will you not? 
And on April the twelfth [ll dub up for the lot, 

In the year nineteen hundred and one!” 


“T will trust you with pleasure!” the coalheaver cricd. 

And the Wreck to his tailor and bootmaker hied, 

And, from them, to the loon who his linen supplied ; 
And those three, by a yarn slily spun, 

He persuaded to jot in their ledgers a mem, 

That the debits run up by the great F.O.M. 

Would, on April the twelfth, be remitted to them, 
In the year nineteen hundred and one ! 


Then the gross individ. at his grocery store, 
And his butcher, his baker—the blokes, furthermore, 
Who brought milk and potatoes and greens to his door— 
Were cajoled by the Son of a Gun 
Not to touch him for cash for the space of nine years, 
And benignly he bade them abandon their fears : 
Upon April the twelfth he would square hisarrears, 
In the year nineteen hundred and one ! 


But I'd not, for a diamond as big as my head, 
Put in print the bad says which those tradespeople said, 
When the heart-rending, back-bending tidings they read 
Inthe Zelegraph, Judy and Fun, 
That the great Prophet Baxter (to whom it is given 
To know secrets unguessed by the angels of heaven) 
Said the world was to end wpon Apri cleren, 
In the year nineteen hundred and one! 


—_—_.——_———_ 


SHAKESPEARE, AHEM! 


“Pa,” said the Olive Twiglet, “ Mr. Snarler says there's nothing 
base about you.” And the cockles of the the heart of Bladder 
pater warmed once again to Snarler as he asked. Did he, my son? 
Nee what it is to have a baseless—I mean a far from base parent.” 
“Yes, pa,” chimed in the offshoot of the house of Bladder, “ He 
wns reading Shakespeare, and when he came to ‘ Dase is the slave 
that pays,’ he said, * Well, there's nothing base about old Blader, 
because he never pays when he can get out of it." And Bladder 


pater registered a solemn resolve that next time he met him he'd 


pay Snarler out. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPHBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


4% Subscribers of not leas than Half a Crown will reecire (post: 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A, SLOPER, Lsq., F.0.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last WEEK, £170 28, 1d. 
ALLY SLoren, Fsq. (weekly donation), £15" AUTOM CUTIE Re, 1d O SILK Sa.3 
per“ FASE MALL Company,” 38.5 G. A. FY. (Hartlepool), 1s. 6d; RK. M. Parri- 
SON, 5s, 
Making a total received up to March 9th, 1892—£172 Os, Sd. 


“VIRTUE THE ONLY NOBILITY.” 


WELL would it be for us all, could we each 

Learn the grand lesson our text has to teach, 

That kindness of spirit and kindness of speech 
And kindness of deed can ne‘er hurt us. 

Well should we fare, were it never forgot 

That, or whether exalted or low be our lot, 

We shall fail to be noble if good we be not :— 
SOLA NOBILITAS VIRTUS! 


Hard we may toil for our living each day, 

Crusts we may eat, we may “ wear hoddiu grey,” 

Men in high places may harshly inveigh 
‘Gainst our manners uncouth, and with dirt us 

Respatter : but, still, if our arm is to do 

All the good that we ean to our fellow men, who 

Shall gsinsay the grand truth that we're noblemen true? 
SOLA NOBILITAS VIRTUS! 


Are we noble by birth—or by riches—alone? 
Then the day draweth nigh when the laudative tone 
Of the sycophant time-servers, happy to own 
Our nobility, aye must desert us: 
But, methinks, up in heaven, on some angel-penned scroll, 
Willa record be kept. while eternities rel, 
Of the nobleness born of virtuous soul s— 


HUNDREDS A 


PuzzLF.—What canny Scotsman was it who Nabbed a girl and 
Elder in his arms? 

Wuy is the letter D like a novel written in Samoa ?—Because it 
makes L. 8. £8, d. 

It's easy enourh to beacoinerof counterfeit cash, The difficulty 
is to be a casher of counterfeit coin. 

WHAT aces are frequently seen during acard party, yet never 
take a trick ?—Grim-aces, 

IT's all very fine to talk about “the vulgar herd,” but what did 
thev hear? 

“THE WorLp’s Fain"—The girls of the “Friv.” 


| had 
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SLOPER’'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


—————EE 


THE DEMON UMBRELLA. 
(A TALE oF DIABLERIE.) 
=e 
CHAPTER IV, 
PETER CRAWLEY SIMPSON realized that his head was a sive and 
a half bigger than usual at the office, but, as day wore on, lus con 
dition became better 5 
and his brain clearer.‘ 
As his doings of the 
previous day dawned 
on his mind, he eame 
tothe conclusion that 
hemust have been mad, 
There had hitherto 
been no Rosherville 
in his life, nor Wool- 
wich Gardens either, 
In his younger days he 
been at) Black- 
heath and Hampstead 
on holidays, but these 
were as nothing to the 
dissipations of the pre- 
vious day. He attri- 
buted his mad orgie to 
his miserable quarrel 
with Lydia Pillans, 
and he resolved that 
the quarrel should be 


| healed that night, or 


he would never be 


| happy again, 


And he had lost his 
Umbrella. The tine 
antique carving, which 
had gladdened _ his 
heart so much. had 
fallen into other, and, 
probably much less 
appreciative hands, He knew there was no use advertising for the 
missing article. No one ever advertised fora lost umbrella, and, 


A head bigger than usual, 


| if they did, they never got it. Evenif he offered a handsome reward 


it might do no good. It would likely bring millions of offers of 
umbrellas to him, but it was unlikely that in these millions he 
would find his own, and the worry and bother of the whole 
matter would be too high a price to pay for the recovery of his 


/ yamp.  °¢ 


Perhaps, however, he thought, as he passed the umbrella shop 


; on his way home that evening, there might be another one like at. 


It was unlikely, but he would try, As he looked at the premises, 
he thought they presented an improved appearance, The windows 
were cleaner, and the shopman had a much brisker appearance, 
The air of discunsolate emaciation had disappeared, the hollowness 
of his check was absent, his eye was 
brighter, and, altogether, he looked as if 

things were going better with him. 
The shopman at once recognized in 
Peter his customer of two days before, 
He owas, in- 
deed, sorry to 
hear that he 
had lost his 
Umbrella, It 
seemed to be 
mh most re- 
markable time 
for losing ume 
brelias these 
last two days, 
He had done 
more business 
in the last 
forty-eight 
hours than he 
had done for 
the previous 
six months, 
Ninety - three 
perers had 
rought ume 
brellas owing 
to losses, and 
he had sold 
six umbrellas 
withinan hour 
after he had 
sold the an- 
tique ivory handled one. No, he didn’t have another like it ; but he 


Business improving. 


} could eupply him with any number of other unique and handsome 
| designs, 


Te had just ordered a fresh supply. Oh, no! he did not 
mean to leave business now. Things had taken aturn for the better, 
and he saw his way to doing well in his shop. His wife had been 
ill for three months, but had improved, and was now rapidly re- 
covering. His uncle had died the day before.and he had had a hint 
from the solicitor who transacted his business that he was down for 
acouple of hundreds, No, taking it all round, he thought he would 
do very well without shifting. He would be glad to see his cus- 
tomer at any time. Good afternoon, 
Peter Crawley Simpson turned away with a load at his heart, 
Could his difficulty in re- 
placing his Umbrella fore- 
shadow a difficulty in rekind- 
ling the love Lydia Pillans 
had entertained for him?) He 
would put it to the test that 
night, as soon as he had had 
tea at his lodgings. 
At his lodgings all) was 
bright and pleasant. The tea 
was just ready, the kettle was 
hissing on the hob, the toast 
was perfection, and the land- 
lady was amiable. She evi- 
dently had no suspicion as to 
where her lodger spent a por- 
tion of the previous evening. 
Peter dressed himself care- 
fully,brushed his hair straight, 
and donned his most becom- 
ing tie. Then he sallied forth 
to meet his fate. 
As he approached the resi- 


dence of his beloved Lydia, 


his heart faltered. Would 
she scornfully reject him, or 
would she tearfully reproach 
him? Would she forgive him, 
er would she cast him aside 
for ever? He felt thac he 
could bear her scorn, but her 


| tears would break his heart. 


Twice he approached the 
door, and twice, as if it had 
been that of a dentist's, he 
shrank from knocking. When he at length let the knocker fall, 
it sounded as if it had fallen on his heart, His eourace sink again 
as he tremblingly awaited the opening of the door, 

(Lo be continued neat werk, 


Dressed bimeelf earefitiy. 


96 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (aibinlag Weber, 


THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. A PARALLEL CASE. 


Overheard in a Ballroom, 


} OF 
REVIEWS 


Rude Call Boy. I say, old gal, why don't you go ani 
get yer ‘air cut? 


--Mr. W. STRAD, F.O.S, 

“Tt was onr original intention to give our readers a full, true 
andl particular account of the life of the famous journalist whose 
portrait appears above; butinasmuch as at the time of writing, 
an open telegram just received lies upon our desk, announcing 5 anya ; ° - ° 5 | 
that the remains of Sloper’s Extra Stecint Taterviewer eent te Father. Miss Lovesby is worth sixty thousand pounds, I hear, You must marry her, my boy. | 
“beard 'the lion in bis den are being forwarded per parcels post, Son. But she is fifty if she isa day. 
our readers must content themselves with the, we fear, meagre , 2 : ‘ 
information connected with his career which we ourselves area’ le Father, So is your mother; still, 7 don't crumble. Not much to look at, but a beggar to ¢ 
te afford. Born Is —, christened William, but frequently called 
Hill, Entered journalism at an early age, and since regretted it. oie 

Many struggles, but saccess at last. Made editor of /all Malt VIRTUE ' RIUMPHANT ONCE MORE. 
Gazette, Delighted. Always felt: great interest in children, oo 

Started Modern Babylon boom, Intended it for a treatise on 5 aa : 1s 
baby farming, Public misunderstood it, Great pity, but no 
matter, Cire! jon reached millions, Tried another dodge, 
Puffing Salvation Army. Love Salvationists as brothers and 
positively worship Booth, Misunderstood again. Too bad, 
Resign in disgust, Start Meview of Reviews. Ask Newnes to 
join, Newnes Reviews at is, refuses, Wishes he hadn't, 
Not Stead, Newnes. _Her:ew capital idea. All plums for public, 
all play for editor. Done quite enough writing. Scissors and 
paste so much easier~-and safer, For being a fearless editor, 
was created F.O.8., and reecived ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ July 
9th, 1847."—Debrete Improved, 


may 
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“Mr, Butcher, I shall have to withdraw my custom, as your 


children always call me Sloper.” “What's the odds? So they 
do me.” 


IF,» 


Zh 


(1). Mr. Samples, the commercial traveller, finding himself cast away at a lonely ; a portion of his wearing apparel, Michacl wends stationwards,—(5), About a hun- 
country pub., accepts the invitation of a couple of stranger gentlemen to while away | dred yards further on, however, the card playing “gents” have been waiting for an 
the time with a friendly game of cards, and being “up to a good many rigs,” con- | opportunity for some further conversation with Mr. Samples on the subject of bis 
trives, in spite of their unusually skilful play, to clear them out of their whole stock winnings, and taking Moucher for him, at once proceed to impress their view of 
of ready money.— (2), Thereafter, wishing them good evening. he demrts to catch | the matter upon him with great vigour, —— (6). Till their little amusement is 
his train. — (3). It chanced, however, that Mike Mouchcr, one of the never employed, | abruptly terminate! by the arrival of the real original Samples, accompanied by the 
having looted a gunsmith’s shop, was waiting, Micawber-like, for“ something to turn | police, who promptly remove the disputauts to durance vile, whilst Samples departs 
up,” at a lonely part of the road.—(4). After easing Mr.Samples of his luggage and | in triumph. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. HIGH JINKS. “RIGHT BEFORE THE MISSUS, TOO!” 
Wo! be Beta ty y 
2 : Sy Cao raw Ve y | 


Dealer (to Customer). Lor’ bless yer, sir! thim marks on ‘is 
knees ain't nothink. °E steps so ‘igh, 'e knocks ‘em agin ‘is chin, 
But ‘ell get hover that when ‘e‘as reg'lar work, ‘E's a bit fresh. 
that’s what 'e is, 
Customer. Dear me, you don't say ro! 


Papa, Now, Tommy, hurry up, my boy, and tell me what 
it says. 
Tommy. Dunno, dad. Lift up your head and tuck in | Jcamesistrying over Mr. Herbert Campbell's latest song. when 


HE NOSED HIM. 
City Gent, Yon seem to be mighty fond of lemonade, Quirker. 
Clerk. Isa thing DT seldom drink, sir. 

City Gent, Hum! then why that powerful whiff of lemon-peel 
yon always give off, eh ? 


who should look into the drawing room but the missus, who has 


your chest, and I'll tell you. 
returned earlier than expected. 


(Papa tries, but finds the Seat too difficult, 


| 


| 
| 


No, 1.—Nellie. 
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